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57

Summer

The m oon is nearly full,
the hum id air sweet like m elon.
Flowers that have cupped the sun all day
dream of iridescent wings
under the long dark sleep.
Childrens’ invisible voices call out
in the glim m ering m oonlight.
Their parents play w ornout records
o f the cum bia. Behind the screendoor
their soft laughter swells
into the rhythm of a sm ooth guitar.
1 watch the world shim m er
inside this globe of a sum m er night,
listen to the wobble of her
spin and dive. It happens all the tim e, waiting for you
to com e home.
There is an ache that begins
in the sound of an old blues song.
It becomes a house where all the lights have gone out
but one.
A nd it burns and burns
until there is only the blue sm oke of dawn
and everyone is sleeping in som eone’s arms
even the flowers
even the sound o f a thousand silences.
A n d the arms of night
in the arms of day.
Everyone except me.
But then the smell of damp honeysuckle twisted on the vine.
A nd the turn of the shoulder
o f the ordinary spirit who keeps watch
over this ordinary street.
A nd there you are, the secret
of your own flow er of light
bloom ing in the m iraculous dark.

